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Ne OPERA NOTES. 
ed, Saturday night, June 13.—As Gilda, the unfortunate heroine of VERDI's 4 
eir Rigoletto, Madame MELBA was at her very best. In that most effective scene 
jes) of her exit from the balcony, ‘‘ Sister Mary Jane’s top note ’’ was not in it with 
of the uppermost, long-sustained, clear-as-a-bell-like note of Mme. Meta. Signor 
be Scorri, as the Court Fool ‘‘ with the hump,’’ was excellent, while Signor Bonct 
as Il Duca, The Magnifico for whom everyone makes way in the Palace—omne 
id! ignotum pro Magnifico—was magnificent. Mme. Kirxsy Luyy, with her beaut - 
les ful rich contralto voice, sang the music of the gay Maddalena as perfectly :s § 
-on she enacted the part. Full house. Enthusiastic audience. ‘‘ Waits’’ too long. 
is Do away with them,—till Christmas. 
in Tuesday, June 16.—After the recent deluge of rain, ordinary frequenters «f 
tly Ascot regard the first day of that race-meeting askance and —take another 
hey course. ‘They stay in town and, unfatigued, repair to the only Garden that 
der can be visited with pleasure in such an uncertain state of meteoro-illogical 
my affairs as prevails at present. Well are they repaid by hearing Madame MELB 
ind singing (and, ye gods, how she can sing!) her very best, and acting the part, 
(ILL too, with animation at first, and then with gentle pathos, as Mimi, the grisette 
‘ail heroine of La Bohéme. As Rodolfo, her lover, 
ish “Le petit bonhomme tout petit que ga” 
os Signor Bonct is admirable. Little Davy Garrick when possessed by tragic 
ith passion was “ten feet high,” and Signor Bonct as Rodolfo, when expressing 
_— his lasting and deepest love for Mimi, reaches the highest sustained notes 
_of possible to a tenor, and is applauded to the echo. On two occasions Mimi and 
ing Rodolfo, making their exit arm-in-arm, as fond lovers playing at being a 
ife, happily married couple, prolong the final notes of their duet until they ae 
ods | well out of sight. Then, on both occasions, the recall was long and loud. All 
ats, shared in the exceptional success to which all had contributed. The excellert 
ind cast remained the same as on Thursday, the 11th, only that M. Gitisert 
ner reappeared in his old réle—and with his old rolls, which he brings on for the 
cen Bohemians’ poor meal in the last Act—and joins his friends Signor Soorri as 
‘= Marcello, and M. Journet as Colline, in their life-like reproduction of the 
rk. Quartier Latin artists belonging to the early Louis Philippe era. Madame 
bs Fritzt Scuerr’s Musetta “is a frisky chef-d’euvre,” says the unspeakable 
the Mr. Wagstaff, emphasising the “f”’ so as not to allow the point of humour to 
all escape the hearer—‘ Jocose that, n’est-ce pas?’ he adds; but we will have 
none of it. As spirited as ever is the scene in front of the Café Momus on 
the night of Le Jour de l’An, the merry young choristers being well led by 
-" Perpignol, the tenor toy-seller, capitally played and jigged by Signor Mastero. 
Vol, CXXIV, co 
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Nor must the busy little gargon be forgotten in the bill. 
We have seen him as courtier, as soldier, as brigand, and we 
know not what besides, but always good. He deserves a 
pourboire of praise from the audience in addition to what he 
receives from Aleindoro the gay old beau connected with 
the Benoit family of curmudgeon landlords in the person 
of M. Dvrricur, who, taking both characters, is a living 
example of a “ double entendre.”’ Signor Maxcixecti, in the 
orchestra on the highest seat, and in the highest spirits 
as who could help being with such a splendid audience 
at his back ?-—conducts in his most impressive style ; and if 
we do not see La Bohéme once again this season, we shall 
remember this performance to-night as even more excellent 
than the first. 

Thursday.—-Otello. In ‘the book of words ”’ it is rather 
Wagnerishly described as ‘A Lyrical Drama in Four Acts 
founded on Shakspeare’s Tragedy) by Arrigo Boito, music 
by Giuseppe Verdi.” To-night M. Atvarez is a grand Otello, 
full of (Arrigo) beans, and going the whole tenore robusto 
with a vengeance. Tunefulness not so much an object with 
him dramatic force. His energy tremendous! In 
appearance, with his blackened face, and with crisp curly 
weol ‘where the wool ought to grow,” and gleaming eyes, 
he appears as a “ Golliwog”’ gorgeously arrayed in crimson 
dressing gown. When the Golliwog becomes frantic, 
worked up to a pitch of shouting frenzy, then trombones, 
violoncelli, and double basses of the deepest dye, are not 
in it with him. M. Atvarez dominates these instruments 
of vengeance, much as, in the final tableau of the Third Act, 
Lago the Ancient (well played and sung by the clever Italian- 
Highlander, Signor Scorn) dominates Otello lying prone on 


as 


the stage, on whose body Jago places his foot, exclaiming | 


with horrible triumph), See here, the Lion!’ Far more 
appropriately Jago, with sardonic humour, might have 
insisted upon the resemblance between his attitude and that 
of the grouse-shooter in August when he first sets foot on 
the Moor. 

Mile. Pacqvor enlists our dramatic sympathies for her 
Desdemona, but her voice reminds us of the prophet of 
Khorassan, who was ‘‘ veiled.” Mme. Kirxsy Luyy, by her 
singing and acting, gives importance to Jago’s wife Emilia. 
M. Fasstx, Signor Masiero, M. Jourser, and Mr. Lavrexce 
Rea, as Cassio, Roderigo, Lodovico, and’ Montano respec- 
tively, all do well. Stay! who is the gorgeous person in 
crimson, & person of the utmost importance, who should 
he either ‘‘ Doge’”’ or ‘“* Duke,’ but who is not in the bill 
as representing either? There is a character styled “a 
Herald,’ it is true, but this distinguished party cannot hold 
hoth offices, any more than one dignitary can be both Arch- 
bishop and Beadle. Yet in singing and acting he takes a 
most prominent part, though no mention of his réle is made 
n the book. True, the entrance of “the Herald” is 
chronicled, and “the Duke here’’ is politely alluded to by 


(Hello; but, according to the librettist, these personages are 
mute. This must remain a mystery. 


The stage arrangements are admirable, and most true to 
nature is the conduct of the chorus of men and women (in 
the first Act), who are so affected by the sight of a vessel in 
distress on a wild and stormy sea that they turn their backs 
on the dreadful spectacle and content themselves with 
graphically describing their feelings to Signor MANcINELLI, 
the .Kolus directing “‘ the wind,” and to the sympathetic 
audience which might have enjoyed an uninterrupted view 
of the terriblé scene of shipwreck if it hadn't been ‘‘ for the 
chorus in between.’’ As we issue forth not a few habitués 
talk of Tamacro and Mavret in days of yore—-but, there, 
some people are never satisfied. 








For THE KHEDIVE ON HIS VISIT 
man’s house is his—Cassell.’’ 


ro Loxpoy.-—‘* An English- 





LE MONDE OU L’ON S'‘AFFICHE. 
(Second Series.) 
II.—Tne Lirerary Parasite. 
He lives within the public eye 
Immune from all investigation 
Of how he came to occupy 
That eligible habitation ; 
I hear of no accomplished feat 
From which he takes the rank of writer, 
Yet almost everywhere you meet 
The name of Mr. Bertram Bricuter. 


His novel, "Neath a Woman's Spell, 
His book of poems, Past Repealing, 
Those jeux d’esprit, Half-hours in Hell, 
That trifle, Round my Study Ceiling— 
All these are in a harmless vein 
And leave suburban bosoms ligliter, 
But cannot possibly explain 
The splendid vogue of Bertram Bricarer. 


No merely adventitious aid 
Helped him to hit the social target ; 
His early life is lost in shade, 
I think he went to school at Margate ; 
Cambridge has housed him at the “ Bull,” 
And Oxford only at the ‘* Mitre,”’ 
And so the praise is due in full 
lo just himself—to Bertram Biicnres, 


How does he do it? 1 respond 

“ By sitting down with men of letters, 
‘Author,’ ‘ Omarian,’ ‘ Vagabond,’ 

He gets confounded with his betters ; 
A member of the great O. P., 

A fixed and resolute first-nighter, 
In all accounts of such you see : 

‘We noticed Mr. Bertram Buicnter.’ 


” 


At what he calls his “ five o’clocks”’ 
You may assist where genii jostle 
The newest Rage in Paradox, 
The final form of Art Apostle ; 
His knowledge of his guests is slight 
And theirs of him is something slighter, 
Yet virtue in a steady flight 
Streams from them all on Brerrraw Briciver. 


A moon amid refulgent orbs, 
A bee among a bed of roses, 
Their light and sweetness he absorbs 
And as his own elsewhere imposes ; 
So, swarming up the rungs of fame 
With ever surer grasp and tighiter, 
He bears his undisputed claim 
To be “ the well-known Bertraw Buranrer.” 
O. 8. 





“Sue will scoa be forgotten,” said the elder and wiser of 
the two. 

“Never!” protested the younger, enthusiastically, “1 
shall plant quite young trees about the tomb. . What sort 
shall they be?” 

“T should select,’ answered deliberately his more ex- 
perienced friend, ‘“ slips of memory.” 





Tue Stage Society, said the Pall Mall Gazette, have 
adopted the Elizabethan stage method, and so are enabled 
to present the entire play (Twelfth Night) “as written in 
little over two hours.”” S#aksPEARE was a very rapid writer. 
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THE KING-MAKER. 


[On June 11, King ALexanper of Servia and Queen Draca were brutally assassinated by the military leaders of a conspiracy 


that has placed Peter KaraGeorGevitou on the Throne. } 
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FLODDEN FIELD-DAY. 

A Tracepy IN BLANK Prose; sy Mr. Puncu’s Private Laureate. 
PreLuve (which may be omitted at discretion). 
Midnight. King James discovered emerging on to a broad 

parapet outside Linlithgow Palace. Music. Laughter. 
Heads of Court Ladies appear and disappear at open 
windows. 

James. Good night, fair ladies, good night; good night, 


all! And let the music of soft-shading eyelids See you to 
bed—if at all possible. But do be careful not to wake the 
Queen ! 


A Veiled Apparition (enters). War not with England. If 
you find you must—Then ’ware the glamorous wiles of downy 
woman ! 

James (to himself, shrewdly). Ill take my oath that this 
is merely one Of England’s crafty emissaries, who Is trying 
to frighten me by dressing up! Ill make a ghost of him 
(draws sword ; Apparition stalks slowly through him, and 
vanishes). He’s going too far! . . . Was it an emissary, 


after all? 
ACT I. 


Scene—Gallery at Ford Castle. Manrcery “doing the flowers.” 
Seneschal looking out of window. 

Sen. From here we’ll have a comfortable view Of the 

great fight on Flodden’s famous field. 


Marg. Oh, will they bring it off as near as that? How 
kind of Surrey and the Soorrisn Kine ! 
Sen. Nothing like War for danger and delight! I'd 


fight myself—were I a shade less stiff! ‘The way this war 
has come about was thus :—Our English Hat (the Seventh 
of the name) was followed by a younger Harry, who—— 

Marg. (cutting him short). I know. I’ve read all that in 
Mistress Marxuam. At what o’clock do they commence the 
fray ? 

Sen. The official programme is not published yet. Here’s 
Donatp Grey with all his armour on, As though for martial 
purposes attired, So probably he ‘ll know the time they start. 

[Enter Donan. 

Don. As Captain of our yeomen troop at Ford, At Duty’s 
eall, and much against my will, I fare to fight at Flodden— 
presently. For even War must wait young Love's con- 
venience, So, while my budding heart bursts into bloom (to 
Sen.), Sir, will you kindly leave us for a space, That I may 
have my love scene while I may? (Hzxit Seneschal.) I’ve 
quite forgotten what I meant to say... . Ah, J know now 
I—love you, Marcery ! 

Marg. This is so sudden, Donap! 
for someone, only—is it you? 

Don. Take it from me, it is—or, if it’s not, I beg that 
henceforth you will make it so. 

Marg. I wish you were not going out to fight. Perhaps to 
die! Oh, mind you are not killed ! 

Don. (firmly). If I can help it, that I shall not be! For 
Love has frightened all my fears away, And I am game to 
face the riskiest fray ! [They embrace. T[xit Donan. 

Enier Lady Heron. 

Lady Heron. Round but the hour—if you know what I 
mean—aAnd then He will return, I know him well! 

Marg. Do you refer to Surrey—or the Kina ? 

Lady H. Surrey, of course! Though I’m expecting both. 
When friends are fighting just outside one’s gates, "Tis mere 
civility for each to call. But Surrey is the warrior for me ! 
And he will come afresh, red-hot, ablaze, Ere he begins his 
battle, to these arms, And on Love’s anvil beat his burning 
breast—— 

Marg. (gently). Forgive me, lady dear, but is that quite 
The language for a well-conducted matron ? 


Still, I own I long 








OUR VILLAGE. 


Tue Gotr-CLuB IN FULL SWING. 








Lady H. Babe! How Spring-fresh you are! Did you 
not know All married women carry on like this ? 

Marg. Then that of course explains it—but I gathered 
That you expect the Scottish King as well. (Timidly.) Will 
not that rather complicate affairs ? 

Lady H. I took precautions—trust a woman’s tact. My 
minions have strict orders not to show One in until the 
other has departed. And when James comes, I have a little 
plan For fooling him too late to fight, and so My birth-right 
sceptred Surrey wins, hands down ! 

Marg. I could not set such subtle snares as that. 
deem you that ’tis acting on the square ? 

Lady H. There’s an old saw that I have somewhere 
heard, That everything is square in Love and War. Go to the 
tower, like Sister ANNE, and see If your young eyes can 
spot my Surrey’s coming. 

Marg. (sensibly). How shall I know him ere he loom in 
view ? 

Lady H. Why—if you should observe the air divide, And 
a stray god walking with high-pranced steps, Whose charger 
(should he hap to be on horseback) Fans him assiduous with 
its wing-like hoofs—-That will be Surrey ! 

Marg. "I'would be strange indeed, If I should fail to 
recognise him now ! 

[Hxit, as Surrey enters from opposite directiom. 

Lady H. Surrey? My Surrey! Ere the appointed hour! 
How did you manage to get here so soon ? 

Surrey. We’ve had to put the battle on a bit. 
stay long—I only just dropped in—— 

Lady H. To spend a cosy hour alone—with me ? 

Surrey. H’m—that was the idea—to some extent. The 
self-same stone will serve me to bring down The Bird of 
Pleasure and her mate of Business. Your tower here affords 
a bird’s-eye view Of the surrounding district, which, perhaps 
It might be just as well to scrutinise, Ere I attack the foe— 


But 


I can’t 
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(proudly)—a prudent General Seldom omits to scan the field 
beforehand 

Lady H. And will you to the tower first—or last ? 

Surrey. Oh, last, I think, because if I went now, I might 
see that would call me back to camp. We warriors gather 
roses while we may, And snatched reposefulness is doubly 
sweet ! 

Lady H. But are you certain you are going to win? 
Tell me you are—you are—you are—you are ! 

Surrey. I’m practically so, bar accidents. For I have 
noticed that the God of War But seldom smiles on either 
dolts or laggards. But now, to talk of some more soothing 
topic. What have you been about since last we met ? 

Lady H. Wailing for you—and well-nigh bored to death ! 

Surrey. I say! But you’ve a husband somewhere. 
What? A prisoner of James’s, isn’t he? Look here, 
suppose I ransom him for you ? 

Lady H. He isn’t worth it. 

Surrey. Only by name as yet. 
bound to meet before the day is done. 
I understand. Writes verses, and recites ‘em 
pressed. 

Lady H. I’m sure that you write poetry as sweet ! 

Surrey. Me? Bless you, I’m no Poet, though I once 
Did hammer out a battle-song, of sorts. I'll hum it you 

let’s see, how does it go? (Hums.) ‘“ Now, Bowmen, 
Now, Yeomen, Come, tackle the Foemen ; Look sharp, don’t 
be slow, men! Up, up, from your blankets, turn out for 
the fray! Small stout men, Tall slim men, Untidy men, 
Trim men, Good-looking men, Grim men, Sour men, “Sunny 
Jim’’ men, No time to kiss women, For Battle—not Buss- 
ing ’s—our business to-day !”’ 

Lady H. It stirs the blood like some fresh saline draught! 
And you have really made it up yourself? 

Surrey (modestly). It was quite easy. Simply sit and 
think—And soon there comes a singing in your head. 

Lady H. And can you sing as fluently of Love ? 

Surrey. Love is but very little in my line. With women 
I’m a perfect simpleton. J never know what they are 
driving at. 

Lady H. Surrey, you know too much! None but a rake 
Could make such hay in this Autumnal heart ! 

Surrey (embarrassed). I’m sorry, but I fear I must be off. 
For Flodden must be fought some time to-day ! 

Lady H. Nay, fly not yet! Stay but a little while. 
(Enter the Troop, led by Doxatp Grey). See, here comes 
Doxatp with his gallant band, To bid good-bye before they 
start for Flodden. You'll say a few brave words to cheer 
them up? 

Surrey. I’ll do my best. (Clears his throat.) Captain, 
brave Border Striplings! Entirely unaccustomed as I am 
To public speaking, yet I rise to make A very few remarks. . . . 
Speech, so to speak, Speech is the craft of Peace, and Peace 
is well, A rather different kind of thing from War. Not 
that I wish to run down Peace: I am A man of Peace myself 
—that is, with Honour. But when you’re in for War, why 
there youare! (Here he perceives that Donatp and the troop 
have disappeared.) They might have waited till I’d done 
my speech ! 

Lady H. Your martial words fired them with so much 
ardour That they were all impatience to be off. 

Surrey. I'll follow, then. When battle’s dread array Is 
duly marshalled, it would look but ill Were the Commander 
not upon the spot. 

Lady H. One moment! 


Do you know King James ? 
With any luck, We’re 
Poetic sort of chap, 
if he’s 


See, you've got your sword on 


wrong. It should be on your left . . There—now it’s 
right. Farewell, and, when the battle’s o’er, you will Come 


back to Ford for tea ? 
Surrey. That must depend On the direction that we drive 
our foe. But, ereI go, accept this little sprig Of milk-white 





heather. Superstitious Scots Believe it brings good luck, 
though upon what Precise authority I cannot say. And now 
I really must be off at last. [Exit Surrey. 
Lady H. (watches from window as he departs). There 
goes my Hero to the tented field! How he must love me, 
since he quite forgot To take that survey from Ford’s top- 
most tower! FA. 


End of Aet I. 








THE OPEN MIND. 
(A Forecast.) 

From our Parliamentary Correspondent :--There was 
much excitement in the lobby yesterday in connection with 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’S great speech at Birmingham. Many 
Members, who are usually reckoned firm supporters of the 
Unionist Party, are of opinion that in thus frankly avowing 
his preference for a republican form of Government, the 
Colonial Secretary has gone too far. In any case, they point 
out that the speech of an individual Minister, however 
distinguished, cannot bind the Government as a whole. 
Other Conservatives, however, demur to this view. In their 
opinon Mr. Caawpertatn’s use of such phrases as, “I am 
firmly convinced,” and “ My policy is a simple one,’’ does 
not by any means negative the idea that he was speaking 
for others as well as for himself. In the meantime Mr. Jesse 
Cottines and Mr. Keir Harpie have assured Mr. CusMBErLAtn 
of their staunch support. The leaders of the Opposition 
are considering what course they shall adopt. 

Cable Message from the Government of the United States: 
—This Government has noted with pleasure declarations of 
British Government in favour of republican institutions. 
Presuming that Mr. Cuampercain will be first President, we 
cordially congratulate him on elevation to great position, 
and assure him of sympathy of one hundred millions of free 
Americans pledged to observe Declaration of Independence. 

From our Parliamentary Correspondent :—A great deal 
of comment has been aroused by an incident that took place 
in the House of Commons at the evening sitting. Mr. 
CuampBerLain, who had been absent from the debate on the 
Old Age Pensions Bill, came in quite suddenly with a 
Phrygian cap on his head. The right hon. gentleman was 
greeted with loud cheers by the Ministerialists, and ironical 
cheers by the Opposition. It was afterwards noticed that 
Mr. Cottixcs wore the same headgear. Mr. Keir Harpe, 
however, continues to wear his usual cloth deer-stalking 
cap. In any case, it is evident that the Colonial Minister 
intends to pursue his campaign with vigour. Mr. Batrour’s 
statement in to-night’s debate is awaited with much interest. 

Message from Mr. Seddon:—New Zealand butchers, 
assembled to the number of 10,000, unanimously endorse 
Mr. Cuamper.ain’s policy. Shall refuse to send any more 
mutton unless Great Britain consents to revise constitution. 
Extract from Report of Debate in House of Commons :— 
Mr. Batrour: .... What is the position? My right 
honourable friend the Colonial Secretary has illuminated 
with his genius the obscure parts of our constitution. 
(Mr. Crampertain: Hear, hear!) In his great speech he 
stated—I quote his words—that if the Empire was to be 
maintained in all its glory we must refuse to be bound 
any longer by unmeaning constitutional shibboleths. By 
adopting the republican ideal we should, he said, conciliate 
the United States, and bind our self-governing Colonies to 
us by an iron bond, whereas if we persisted in our present 
path we should become a dying nation. What is there in 
that to arouse apprehension? I am asked if my right 
honourable friend was expressing the mind of the Govern- 
ment in making this statement. Sir, the Government has 
no mind. (Sir Howarp Vincent: Bravo! Laughter from 
the Opposition.) How can you predicate mind of such a 
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gees 


“cenE—An Indian Station, on the Eve of a Fancy Ball. 


Globe-trotting “ Bounder” (newly arrived). “ You ’RE RUNNING THIS BALL, arn’? you ? 


>” 


Is FANCY DRESS DE RIGUEUR ¢ 


Cholerie Colonel (who is Ball Seeretary). “ Fancy press, Sir, 18 NOT DE RIGUEUR, BUT AN INVITATION Is!” 








combination of individuals? (Mr. Lioyp-Grorce: We don’t.) 
These interruptions are unmannerly. Who ever heard of 
a corporate mind? It is a contradiction in terms. For 
myself, I can only say that I do not prejudge this matter. 
Honourable gentlemen opposite may do so, but theirs is 
not an example I care to follow. We are inquiring, first 
of ourselves and then of one another, and in due time the 
results of this inquiry will be laid before the country. In 
the meantime, it would be absurd on my part to pretend 
that 1 have any definite opinions on the matter. In the 
state of flux in which we are necessarily living a definite 
opinion would be a monstrosity. Our watchword then is 
inquiry, and by that we are content to abide. (Loud 
Ministerial cheers.) 

Extract from leading article in the ‘* Times :”’—After last 
night’s debate, there can be no further misunderstanding as to 
the position of the Government with regard to the interesting 
question raised by Mr. Cuampertain at Birmingham. Mr. 
Batrour’s speech made it clear to all, except the more jaun- 
diced members of the motley gang that masquerades as an 
Opposition, that the Government, far from being, as its 
detractors prematurely supposed, divided on the matter, is 
absolutely and entirely united. Even those members of the 
Government who do nct see eye to eye with the Colonial 
Secretary on the large question of the superiority of re- 
publican to monarchical institutions, are firmly convinced 
that an inquiry can do nothing but good. ‘That, in the 
meantime, is all that Mr. Cuampertatn has asked for. As 
he has himself said, in a passage marked by all his states- 
manlike breadth of insight, ‘‘ we cannot continue for ever to 
turn a blind eye on the demands of our Colonies. If they 
act without us, we shall have to act for ourselves. If we 
act with them, we shall all be acting together. Which is 
the better part ?’’ The question may well be asked of those 





factious spirits who pretend, for their own purposes, that 
the question cannot be discussed without detriment to our 
loyalty and our attachment to the Throne. In his Birming- 
ham speech Mr. Cuampercatn declared himself emphatically 
a loyalist. For all but extreme partisans such a declaration 
is amply sufficient. 








SEASONABLE STANZAS. 
Ix June, the month of roses, 
The North Wind nips our noses, 
And in the chimney moans a mournful tune. 
Ah! sadly we remember 
The breath of blithe December, 
As we huddle round the fire in leafy June. 


Oh, who would sit and shiver 
On the stormy wind-swept river, 
With both its banks nigh blotted out with rain ; 
Or wallow at the wicket, 
In wild tempestuous cricket, 
When the blazing hearth invites him to remain ? 


Or who would go a-biking 
With the drops like duck-sliot striking, 
And the wheels well under felloe in the mud ? 
*T were pleasanter and drier 
To sit before the fire, 
And go to sleep and dream of Noan’s Flood. 


Then let us slay yon turkey 
That is strutting proud and perky, 
And warm our souls at least with Christmas cheer ; 
Or that gosling yonder cackling, 
And set the chestnuts crackling, 
And wreathe the walls with “ivy never sere.’ 
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FREE TRADE OR PROTECTION. 


A Chorus of the Living and the Dead. 


Wirtn the laudable view of providing persons—Prime 
Ministers and others—who have no settled convictions with 
guidance on the burning question of the hour, Mr. Punch 
has obtained from a number of expert witnesses succinct 
expressions of their opinion as to the feasibility of 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’s proposals. 

Sir Cuements Markuam, the President of the Royal 
Goegraphical Society, writes :—“As soon as Mr. CHAMBERLAIN 
has doubled Tarifa Point we intend to elect him to this 
Society, under Rule XIII, as the Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
table.” 

Mr. Grorce Rosey writes:—-‘The probable result of 
Mr. Caamperzary’s policy on the condition of the working 
classes is only too evident. If the price of food is raised 
the consumption of victuals will be diminished. Now the 
less you eat the hungrier you are, and the hungrier you are 
the more you eat. ‘Therefore, the less you eat the more you 
eat. Q. EK. D.” 

Mr. Wartts-Dunton writes :—“ Mr. Swixpurne is unable to 
comply with your reverential request that he should enshrine 
his thoughts on the subject of Preferential Tariffs in a 
brand-new ballad, but desires me to refer you to the well- 
known quatrain in his Atalanta: 

“Time turns the old days to derision, 
Briaut’s gospel no longer survives, 
And the quartern’s minute subdivision 
Makes barren our hives.’” 

Mrs. C. N. Wituiamson writes:—“ Mr. CHAMBERLAIN’s 
declaration comes most opportunely, as I had already 
decided to make the plot of my next novel but three hinge 
on a strike in a great industrial centre, and it is more than 
probable that the dislocation of trade brought about by the 
new policy will supply me with splendid opportunities for 
realistic description. On these grounds—and what could 
be better ?—I proclaim myself a whole-hearted supporter of 
his splendid scheme.” 

The Manager of the Army and Navy Stores writes :—‘‘ We 
are entirely opposed to any form of Retailiation.” 

Mr. Eustace Mites writes:—‘‘I welcome the proposal 
with the greatest satisfaction. The higher the price of 
food the greater the inducement to all sensible people to 
give it up altogether and live, as I practically do, on nothing 
a day.” 

Mr. Aurrep Austin writes:—“ Though my journalistic 
associations incline me to cast a favourable eye on the 
abandonment of the fly-blown phylacterics of Free Trade, 
yet as a poet and a lover of the Beautiful, the Sublime, and 
the Ideal, I cannot contemplate with equanimity the substi- 
tution of a War of Tariffs for the older and more heroic 
arbitrament of the sword. The matter, however, is receiving 
my most careful attention, and will probably form the theme 
of my next drama.”’ 

The Ghost of Jonny Bunyan telegraphs by Messrs. 
Masketyne and Manpers’ Anti-Marconigraph :—‘ 1 view with 
the utmost alarm any pressure on corn.” 

Mr. Hersert CaMppeL. writes:—‘“I intend to give Mr. 
CuAMBERLAIN’s proposals my fullest consideration.” 

Mr. Gittetre writes from the Bachelor’s Club :—“ Mr. 
CHamBerLaIn has my most cordial support. I am arranging 
to give a special lantern lecture to the dear duchesses on 
the advantages of the dear loaf.” 

The Ghost of Mrs. Cartyte writes from Cheyne Row :— 
“T should welcome Protection from anyone.” 

Mr. Sipney Lee writes :—‘I hail with the utmost enthu- 
siasm a tax on Bacon.” 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Mr. R. C. Leumany’s latest book of verse is called Crumbs 
of Pity (BLackwoop ayxp Sons), which is simply the title of 
the first poem—a very pretty one, by the way,—which to 
some extent conveys a hint of the nature of some, though by 
no means the majority, of the poems that follow. R. C. L.’s 
verses to children are delightful, and the sentiment in those 
inspired by love for his ancient University is hearty with 
a manly tenderness. In eccentric rhymes he can compete 
successfully with any contemporaries in the same line of 
business, and can give points to such past-masters in the 
art as Cotman, Barnam and Hoop. Mr. Lenmwann’s address 
to “The Backs” will delight many a Cantab who since 
leaving has come to the front, but who 

“Must walk in Fleet Street now, or ride upon a bus; 

No avenue of rustling trees makes melody for us.”— 
Certainly not, if absolutely condemned to be perpetually in 
Fleet Street, and never permitted to seek the broad walks 
and sequestered nooks in the parks, nor the forest of 
Richmond, nor the gardens of Hampton Court Palace. The 
longer poems, entitled, The Lives of Great Men, are vastly 
amusing, especially that concerning the Duke of Donnybrook 
and Bow. Altogether a capital vacation rambling book, 
and a most entertaining companion. 


No scandal about Queen Exizaseru. But there is a good 
deal about the Carlyle household in the slim volume just 
issued by Lonemans, in which, as in a voice from the grave, 
James AnTHony Froupe frankly discloses and comments on 
his Relations with Carlyle. It is the most painful thing my 
Baronite has read for some time. The narrative, composed 
in Cuba sixteen years ago, was found written in pencil in a 
notebook, stored in a despatch-box in pathetic contiguity 
toa copy of Cartyte’s will. We all deplore the assumed 
necessity for its publication. But we all read it, recognising 
the interest of a human document. Some are disposed to 
condemn the dead writer’s children for reopening wounds 
Time might have healed. With the French poet, com- 
mentating on the habits of the walrus, they say, 

Cet animal est trés-méchant ; 
Quand on l’attaque il se défend. 
But it is the way with men as well as with walruses, and 
who are we that we should judge of what is due to the 
reputation and memory of other people’s fathers ? 


In Mr. L. Raven-Hu’s Indian Sketch-Book (Punch Office, 
10, Bouverie Street) we have a set of spirited drawings 
which perhaps may be best described as a kind of “ Happy 
Thought Series” of pictures made “while you wait,” or 
“while you didn’t wait,” for the finishing touches ‘The 
“snapshotty’’ character of the “studies’’ impresses the 
spectator with the genuine instantaneousness of the work. 
It is as if the artist—inspired by the memorable example 
of Mr. Wemmick, who exclaimed, ‘‘ Hullo! here’s a church. 
Let’s go in!”’ and “Hullo! here’s a couple of pair of 
gloves! Let’s put ’em on!’’—had from time to time cried 
out, ‘“‘ Why, here’s a Fakir; let’s sketch him!” or “ Here’s 
the Jam of Jamacar; let’s pot him!” and had straightway 
made game of both and bagged them in his note-book. “So, 
uncle,’ quoth the artist, quoting Hamlet with his private 
‘tablets,’ “there you are!”’ Some of these sketches are 
especially realistic, such, for example, as “ The Toy Seller,” 
“The Fakir at his Toilet,” and “ A Little Trouble with the 
Palki.”” Those who know India will be greatly delighted 
with these reminiscent pencil notes, and those who do not 
will be immensely entertained by the drawings, and will thank 
their lucky stars that they have not to journey Eastwards, 
among “ ring-tailed monkeys on the Rail,’’ yellow-bodied 
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swordsmen of Kotah, grim vultures on 
trees, and scorpions as Night Com- 
panions of the Bath! Seeing these 
we are contented to remain chez nous, 
and take our artist’s word for the plain 
tales from the (Raven) Hin country of 
“Tnjyable Injia.” 


Tue Baron ve B.-W. 





CRICKET UP-TO-DATE. 

Owixe to certain changes in the 
character of the English summer, the 
M.C.C. proposes to issue an entirely 
new code of the Laws of Cricket for 
next season. The following extracts are 
taken from an advance copy: 

1. The game shall, when possible, be 
played by sides consisting of eleven 
men each. Should any player be 
drowned before the conclusion of the 
first day’s play, a substitute shall be 
allowed for the remainder of the match. 
Should, however, vacancies occur from 
this cause on the second or third day, 
they must not be filled. Should there 
be no survivors on either side, the 
game shall be declared a draw. 
~ 5. Should a batsman strike the ball 
in such a way that, owing to its being 
in deep water or buried in mud, it can- 
not be found, six runs shall be scored. 

6. A batsman shall be out 

(a) If a ball shall strike his lifebelt 
when the latter is in a line 
with the wicket. (‘‘ Belt before 
wicket.’’) 

(b) If he shall intentionally splash 
mud or water in the eyes of the 
fieldsmen or bowler. (‘‘ Obstruct- 
ing the field.’’) 

(c) If, sinking in the mud between 
the wickets, he shall be unable 
to complete his run. (‘‘ Run 
out.”’) 

(d) If, the wicket having dis- 
appeared beneath the water, the 
bowler shall send the ball, in 
the umpire’s opinion, imme- 
diately over the spot where it 
was last visible. (‘‘Morally 
bowled.’’) 

15. It shall be the duty of the club 
on whose swamp the match is being 
played to provide each umpire with 
(a) a punt, () a life-insurance policy, 
(c) a set of apparatus for resuscitating 
the apparently drowned. 

17. If the bowler shall swim or float 
to the crease, in place of running or 
walking, the umpire shall call ‘‘no-ball.”’ 

21. Unless otherwise arranged, play 
shall commence at 11 a.m. Should, how- 
ever, the water on the ground be tidal, 
the captains of the opposing sides shall 
have liberty to make other arrangements. 

22. The control of his side, and of 
all matters connected with its innings, 
shall be vested at the beginning of 
the match in the captain; with suc- 
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cession, if necessary, to his heirs, execu- 
tors and assigns. 

25. Should any of the ground on 
which the game is played become 
actually dry, the umpires shall pronounce 
it unfit for modern cricket, and the 
match shall be considered drawn. 





THE NEW HIDE AND SEEK. 


Tue Editor of Tit-Bits having hidden 
500 sovereigns in a public place, the 
exact position of which is to be disclosed 
in a serial story now running in his 
columns, other enterprising persons are 
following suit. . 

Thus, a great furnishing firm in the 
Tottenham Court Road has issued a 
manifesto stating that: ‘A charming 
bijou villa, within the eight-mile radius, 
has been furnished throughout and is 
ready for occupation. Every purchaser 
of any article, however small, at our 
Emporium during the next three years 
will receive a clue to the house’s where- 
abouts. The successful reader of these 





clues will be able to identify and claim 
it.” 

In House-agents’ lists may shortly be 
expected such alluring items as this : 

“To be Let or Sold.—Eligible resi- 
dence with large gardens, in which we 
have good reason to believe the T%t-Bits 
sovereigns have been buried.” 

A firm of tool manufacturers at 
Chesterfield is putting out in large 
quantities a new implement known as 

Tue Rosesery Spave 
Invaluable for digging up the 
Tit-Bits sovereigns, 
while the following notices are, we 
understand, being extensively posted on 
Sir Gerorce NewNes’s various estates 

throughout the country :— 

‘* Trespassers with spades seeking to 
dig up 500 sovereigns will be prosecuted 
with the utmost rigour of the law.” 





PropaBLeE.—New book, The Gul and 
the Tenner, by the author of My Lady 
of the Bass. 
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“IT’S AN 


Rescuer. “ Hotp os A Bit! 


ILL. WIND,” 


I MAY NEVER GET A CHANCE LIKE THIS AGAIN!” 





&c. 
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AUREA FAMA. 

. According to the Financial News the scale of prices for advertise- 
ments in the Morning Post for 1903, circulated to advertising agents, 
invites the insertion of paragraphs announcing “ marriages, arrivals, 
and departures” at 21s., so that for this very reasonable charge anyone 
may figure in the news columns of that paper as a person whose move- 
ments are matter of public interest.” —Sun. } 
O ye dowagers of Dulwich and ye wives of Eden Rise, 
Would ye figure any bigger in your jealous neighbours’ eyes, 
Would ye see your names commingled with the upper ten 

and boast 
That your doings, weddings, wooings, are reported in the Post, 
Come to me and I will show you how ’tis possible to run 
Such a passion for Dame Fashion at a modest one-pound-one. 


It is needless for a lady to give dinners and champagne, 

Or expend her income slender on a mansion in Park Lane; 
She may live at Upper Tooting, be as dowdy as she will, 

Do her shopping down at Wapping, and be fashionable still, 
And she only has to forward, that this wonder may be done, 
A remittance—just a pittance--for a modest one-pound-one. 


If she gives a “ small and early,” if she takes a friend or two 

Down the river where they shiver while the Zephyrs cut 
them through, 

If she holds a Penny Reading, if she sells at a bazaar— 

Be it ever her endeavour that the Post shall have a ‘* par,” 

And she'll find her name is basking where the peers their 
titles sun, 

In that solemn, holy column, for a modest one-pound-one. 





LITERARY GOSSIP. 

WE are enabled to announce that a third Lamb is about 
to enter the field in addition to the new editions now being 
issued by Messrs Metnven and Messrs. Dent. It will be 
edited by Mr. Seppox, Mr. Caampertais will contribute a 
preface, and it will be known as the New Zealand or Cold 
Storage Edition. It wil] have a saucy dedication to the 
Master of the Mint. 

Messrs. SHORTMANS are about to issue a pamphlet by the 
late J. A. Prato, entitled, Socrates and Xanthippe. This is, 
of course, a counterblast to the preface to the recent edition 
of Xanthippe’s Letters by a celebrated Athenian physician. 

Mr. Wittiam LE Qvecx’s new romance, entitled Three 
Glass Eyes is, it is whispered, the first of a series. It 
will shortly be followed by The Papier-Mashie Nose (a 
golfing story), and Two Little Wooden Legs. 

Amongst forthcoming volumes in the Tudor translations 
we may note Elizabeth's Mother, by Fraxx T. Bute: 
Elizabeth's Stepmothers, by Mrs. Parr: and Elizabeth's 
Premier, by Lord Huan Ceci. 

We are authorised by Sir Micnaret Hicks-Bracu to state 
that he is not the author of Juicy Joe, just published by 
Mr. Grant Kicnarps. 





“Tantzse Ccaestipus!’’--See recent correspondence in 
Times between Professor Turner and Sir Freperick Bran- 
WELL, wherein the former gives the latter ‘“‘a Rowland for 
an Oliver.”’ 
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FIDGETY JOE. 


TO SIT STILL FOR ONCE AT TABLE, 


LET ME SEE IF HE IS ABLE 


Maywa (AnTa-r B-.r-r). 


LET ME SEE IF JOSEPH CAN 


BE A LITTLE GENTLEMAN ; 


Para (D-KE oF D-y-nsn-re). 


Struwwelpeter adaptcd. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Exrractep FroM THE Diary or Topsy, M.P. 

House of Lords, Monday, June 15.— 
Idle to attempt to allege that House of 
Lords, regarded as a public resort, is 





onee more “thinks he hears 
a smile.” 

entertaining. Not in it, for example, 
with the Hippodrome, much less the 
House of Commons. In the latter place, 
however dull the scene may be at given 


“Grand Cross” 


moment, there is ever chance of out- 
burst either of tragedy or comedy. 
Noble lords are persons apart, and 
behave as such. They rarely cheer ; 


they never laugh. Sometimes Grand 
Cross, infusing the atmosphere for an 
area of five feet with quality of supreme 
wisdom, thinks he hearsasmile. Often 
it is merely a flash of memory, lighting 
up days that are no more, when he was 
plain Ricuarp Cross (the adjective is of 
course used in a Parliamentary sense 
without personal reference), and sat in 
another place. 

One distinction of Peers is that they 
conduct debate in a Chamber whose 
acoustical properties are so faulty that 
only one out of fifty is heard when he 
speaks. On top of this great discourage- 
ment comes the icy indifference of their 
lordships to what a man may be trying 
to say. The late Corerwer, L.C.J., 
not an incurably bashful man, happily 
described personal experience when 
addressing House of Lords as akin to 
that of a gentleman discoursing to the 
tombstones in a churchyard on a 
moonlit night. The simile will stand 
examination. Between rows of tomb- 
stones and benches of noble lords there 
is the resemblance of rigidity of attitude, 
stoniness of countenance, high respecta- 
bility, and occasional venerableness. 

This said, it must be admitted that 
in the matter of first-class debate the 
House of Lords, like Topcrrs’s, “‘ can 
do it when it pleases,” On the occasion 
of discussing a momentous question the 


level of debate, in respect of weight and 
force, rises above the level of the Com- 
mons. Subject to the fore to-night 
admirably suited to bring out best 
qualities. Had nothing to do with the 
Church nor (at least, not directly) with 
land. Those topics, it must be said in 
sorrow rather than anger, reveal the 
unsuspected fact that Marquises, Dukes, 
and a’ that are, after all, human. A 
question of Imperial interest, such as 
the fiscal policy of the country, lifts 
Peers high above personal considerations. 
Four speeches made to-night by men 
widely differing in personality were 
about as good as they could be. Only 
Joxim, long schooled in the House of 
Commons, attempted anything like 
oratorical flight. For the rest, Lans- 
powNE, Spencer and County Guy dealt 
with the intricate critical question with 
the method of business men and in the 
spirit of statesmen. 

For the life of him, Country Guy 
couldn’t be in time for the opening of 
debate. <A little hard this on Joxkim, 
who in preparation prefaced his speech 
with a personal appeal to the Leader of 
the House. Arrived, the Doox sat it all 
through, rarely yawned, and when his 
turn came after the stroke of eleven 
delivered a weighty address, struck and 
maintained on a high note abSolutely 
free from personal prejudice or partisan 
spirit. 

Pleasant to see what simple manner, 
honest purpose, and strength of charac- 
ter do, even in apathetic assembly like 
House of Lords, in"way of establishing 





Tue Hiener Fiicuts or Oratory. 


“This, my Lords, is a gamble with the 
food of the people.” 





(Lord G-sch-n.) 


predominance. County Guy does not 
lure with charm of oratory. He is of 
the class of debater whose speeches are 
better to read than to listen to, espe- 





“Toby looked on from a tall bench hard by, 
one beaming smile.” — Barnaby Rudge. 


cially when delivered in such sepulchie 
of speech as is the House of Lords. But 
Peers and Commoners—the latter to- 
night packed in the Galleries—await 
his judgment with keen interest, know- 
ing it will be directed by shrewd intel- 
lect, inspired by sound commonsense, 
warped neither by fear nor favour. 
Business done.—Debate on Don Jost’s 
scheme of Preferential Tariffs. 
Tuesday.—In its proper place, the 
playground, the exuberance of youth is 
pleasant to see. Quite another thing 
in sedate assembly like House of Lords. 
That young fellow Wenwyss, rollicking 
in anticipation of his eighty- sixth 
birthday, this afternoon stopped public 
business for fully ten minutes. Wanted 
to know whether there are precedents 
for Bills being proceeded with in Parlia- 
ment concurrently with inquiry into 
subject by a Committee or Commission. 
“Tf there is such precedent, or a 
score of them,”’ said the Young Fellow 
airily, “‘ they ought to be disregarded.”’ 
Secretary for Scotland having made 
grave reply, Wemyss up again with 
evident intention of making a speech. 
This too much even for House of Lords, 
where rules of procedure are shadowy 
things. ‘ Order, order!” cried the few 
Peers present. The Young Fellow 
regarded them scornfully, his eyes the 
home of silent invitation to come 
outside in the courtyard and say that 
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over again. The Lorp C®#ANcELtor| puts it, there is a resident landlord and | Members, Ministerial majority was run 
timidly interposed. an absentee tenantry. “This poor} down to forty-one. 

‘ Always delighted,” he said, “to|/woman,”’ shouts T. W. in thrilling} Business done.—In Committee of 


hear the noble Earl. But I think he is 
now exceeding licence of debate.”’ 
CamperpowN, who happened to be 
sitting at further, safer, distance from 
Cross Bench whereat the Young Un 
still defiantly stood, got behind a pillar 
and suggested that someone should 
move that the noble Earl be no longer 
heard. All very well for Camperpown, 
safe in laager. But if motion were made 
it would have to be put from the Wool- 
sack, which Wemyss might reach in two 
strides. Appealed to for ruling on the 
point, Lorp Cxancetror, his ordinarily 
ruddy countenance sicklied o’er with 
pale cast of apprehension, said, “ Ye-as, 


quite so. But wouldn’t it be a little 
discourteous ?”’ 
Camperpowy, from behind _ pillar, 


understood to say, ‘ Not at all.” 

Things growing awkward, when the 
Young ’Un, having had his lark, sat 
down. 

Business done.—Irish Land Bill in 
Committee in the Commons. 

House of Commons, Thursday. - 
Arranged last week that Irish Lend 
Bill should be taken daily in Committee 
till run through. Privce Artaur, when 
announcing decision, forgot that this is 
Cup Day at Ascot. As Tiw Heaty, K.C., 
truly says, the only business that can 
be taken on Cup Day is Scotch Votes in 
Committee in Supply. Ascot has no 
attractions for Mr. Catpwett. As for 
Member for Ross and Cromartie, as 
Mr. Justice Darina says, he is not even 
a-Weir that this is Ascot Week. 

Three days given to Irish Land Bill, 
and already serious hitch occurred. 
The Union of Hearts established be- 
tween Irish Members and Treasury 
Bench thus early ruptured. Having 
got their twelve millions down, and in- 
volved British taxpayer for another 
hundred millions, they want more. 
Wyyonam stands by his bargain. They 
gather together, and weep over his 
- stasyv 

* Everything going on so nicely,’ 
they say. ‘Treland really pacified this 
time. Landlord and tenant having 
fallen out with those they love, kiss 
again with tears. Why should hard- 
hearted Carer Secretary spoil Elysium 
by obdurately refusing just a little 
more? Only yield on this point, and 
Irish Members will ask for nothing else 
—-till next time.”’ 

‘Tuppence more, and up goes the 
donkey,’’ Tim Harrtwotoy pleads in 
tone of pathos that would move the 
=. heart. 

T. W. Russet, brings fresh tears to 
We Ae eyes by telling melancholy 
story about a tenant on the De Freyne 

tate, where, as Colonel Sacynerson 





tones of indignation, “is in possession 
of a holding consisting of a house, two 
acres, a hen and a cow.” 

“A feminine cock-and-bull story,”’ 
the Colonel’s commentary. 

Tm Heany, K.C., not to be outdone 
in these barn-door reminiscences, chips 
in with the narrative of another hen— 
not the one on the De Freyne estate— 
which, by perhaps not unaided exer- 
tions, redresses the balance between 
landlord and tenant created by Clause 1 
of the Land Purchase Bill. It was the 
case of a £10 holder, mulcted to the 
extent of five per cent. by the iniquity 


is 





Not To BE Hust ep. 


“Wyndham stands by his bargain.” 


of the Government. Five per cent. on 
an annual rent of £10 is not much to 
plutocrats, helots of Park Lane. To the 
struggling Irish farmer it is all the 
difference between solvency and bank- 


ruptey. The hen in question, over- 
hearing remark that disclosed the 


difficulty, straightway set itself, as Tr 
put it, to “laying ha’ penny eggs’’ till 
its master’s credit was re-established, 
and family of young children delivered 
from the pending fate of being cast out 
on a world where the rainfall in June 
has exceeded record. 

Even this touching narrative, told in 
that faltering voice Tim, K.C., has at 
his command for rare occasions, did not 
fetch the Chief Secretary. He insisted 
on fighting the Irish amendment, and 
in House of close on four hundred 





Supply. Cheerful sitting with Scotch 
votes and Members. 





“TONGUES IN TREES.” 
[An amusing calculation is made by the 
Seientifie American of what it calls the tree- 
value of the modern novel. Basing its 
estimate on the fact that timber is now an 
important ingredient of paper, it concludes 
that 4,000 trees enter into the production of 
nine popular novels. } 
ALL in an idle mood I straved 
Adown a pleasant woodland glade, 
And as I wandered, lo! 
A murmur through the foliage ran, 
And straightway every tree began 
To tell its tale of woe ! 


The Walnut, weeping, cried, “From me 
Men wrought the chair and the settee, 
To sit on at their ease ; 
Now, when I make a book of rhymes, 
I shall be sat on still, sometimes, 
If critics I displease.” 
The Aspen whispered as it shook : 
‘To think I must be ‘ brought to book’ 
My spirit sorely grieves ; 
It hurts a self-respecting tree 
When of its ancient dignity 
There’s nothing left but leaves!” 
Leaves,” said the Fir, 
will turn 
In breathless eagerness to learn, 
While hearts go pit-a-pat, 
How, Harold being quite out-classed, 
Fair Muriel weds the Count at last, 
And stupid things like that!” 


Blustered the Birch, ‘‘ I used to make 
The idler quail, the dullard quake, 
With my persuasive arts ; 
I helped the pedagogue to goad 
The loitering youth o’er Learning's 
road, 
But now my fame departs!’ 


” 


“which maids 


Last spake the Oak, with angry lips: 

“From me men fashioned mighty ships 
To brave the sea’s abyss; [BLake, 

I fought with Netsoxn, and with 

For England, home, and beauty’s sake, 
And now to come to this!” 





FROM SHANNON SHORE. 


WE extract the following momentous 
announcement from the Western Daily 
Press of June 15th :— 

“An Irish Member tells me that the motor 
craze is causing a revival of the Limerick lace 
trade. This particular kind of lace is, it is 
said, the best protection that a lady can have 
for her complexion when she is engaged in 
breaking the speech limit.” 

The information must be authentic, 
for there is no authority like an Irish 
Member where the ‘‘ speech limit” is 
concerned. 
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Bur I stim. FIND IT VERY HARD TO REMEMDER MY NEW NAME. 
































SO SWEET OF HER! 
Lady (recently married, in answer to congratulations of visiting lady friend). “THANK YOU, DEAR. 


Friend. “ Av, DEAR, BUT OF COURSE YOU HAD THE OLD ONE 80 Lona!” 
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AFTER THE OTTER. 
(By our Confirmed Grumbler.) 


Tue visitor gives his cap a hitch to 
one side to indicate the sportsman, 
grasps his hazel walking-stick (white 
crooked handle and spike complete for 
eighteen-pence), and prepares to dash 
off in any direction in which the otter 
may show himself. There is a pause. 
He waits. He continues to wait. 

“No,” says a grizzled follower of the 
chase, in answer toa question. ‘* Hardly 
think we shall be starting just yet. 
You see, the chief point about an otter 
hunt is the lunch. Your true sports- 
man has discarded the otter’s pad as a 
club badge. He now wears the legend 
‘Never lose sight of the lunch,’ con- 
spicuously embroidered on his cap. 
Before a hunt can be begun, elaborate 
instructions must be given to the driver 
of the provision-van. He must be told 
exactly where luncheon is to be taken, 
and that sort of thing, don’t you know. 
What ?” 

‘‘Ah,” says the visitor, “I suppose 
50. 

Time speeds on, and at last the menial 
with the van has a vague idea of what 
is expected of him, and drives off. The 
noble Master and all the Members of 
the Hunt, in picturesque, if slightly 
sudden, suits of blue and red flannel, 
adjourn to the Inn for a modest 
quencher. Otter-hunters may be said to 
be inverted semi-teetotalers. No meet 
without drink is their motto. At last, 
the M.O.H., a man of energy, suddenly 
remembers that his hounds are waiting 
in the road outside, and, over the 
remains of a fifth whiskey-and-soda, 
suggests a start. The hunt, pure and 
simple, has begun. 

- Ladies, wearing short skirts bound 
round the edge with leather, and 
carrying bamboo poles, now leave their 
carriages and push their way through 
the crowd. Children, sternly resolved 
to get wet, find the deepest puddle and 
stand in it. Young men with ash-poles, 
upon which long rows of notches gleam, 
having manifestly been cut only that 
morning, rub a little damp earth into 
them and blush to find it fame. Old men 
buttonhole acquaintances, and tell them 
anecdotes of the sport they used to have 
fifty years ago, at five in the morning, 
in’boy, five sharp, and sometimes even 
earlier. 

In short, things begin to move. 

At last the river! Obviously as stiff 
with otters as the Irishman’s swamp 
was with snipe. The cavalcade moves 
silently along the bank. A wild cry of 
“Yoicks!” from a weedy youth in a 
stentorian Norfolk jacket and check cap. 
The M.O.H. stops the hounds, and 
turns back to see what has happened. 





Youth points with enthusiasm to a 
terrier’s track which he has discovered 
under a culvert. Enters into a lengthy 
argument on the subject, but fails to 
convince the noble Master that there is 
not a substantial difference between a 
four-toed and a five-toed track. The 
sight of lunch is as oil on troubled 


waters, and for an hour the hunt 
may be described as a_ thorough 
success. 


The last bottle of champagne has 
exuded its fascinating contents. The 
last cold chicken has been dismembered. 
The hunt is up again. 

A sudden and very inconvenient 
increase of pace on the part of the 
hounds indicates that they have got on 
the drag of an otter. The pace is kept 
up for two miles, and many stragglers 
are left behind. Then a halt is recom- 
mended, and an anonymous individual 
in the crowd is surreptitiously cheering 
hounds on to a stray moor-hen, when 
somebody stumbles upon a wasps’ nest, 
and matters for the first time become 
really exciting. The hunters become 
the hunted, and fly across country in a 
record-breaking manner, behaving like 
semaphores. The dogs snap and dive. 
Finally, the survivors foregather again 
half a mile down stream. ‘‘I rather 
think,” says the M.O.H., making his 
only really popular observation of the 
afternoon, “‘ that we'll be goin’ home 
now.” The hunt is at an end. 

“Well,” said the visitor to the 
grizzled sportsman as they walked back, 
““we have had a very pleasant stroll, 
but—tell me, is this the sort of thing 
that always happens?” 

“Well, no,”’ replied the grey-beard ; 
“not invariably. But it is a curious 
pastime, and the only person who 
has nothing to find fault with in it 
seems to me to be the otter. Perhaps 
the hounds are kept for his benefit. 
Hullo, here ’s the old chap who asked 
the hounds to come. Perhaps we shall 
have some sport after all. He seems 
excited.” 

After which the “old chap” explains 
in a breathless manner that it’s all 
right now, your lordship, and he had 
meant to tell him afore. As he was 
coming back from mowing that morning, 
out jumped the otter from a ditch right 
at his feet, and he cut him in half with 
a scythe. 

“Well,” said the visitor, thoughtfully, 
feeling his swollen features, “I have 
no doubt that otter hunting is a noble 
sport, but what I say is—give me rats.” 





Ir, as Byron has written, ‘ The 
Tocsin of the Soul” be ‘the dinner 
bell,” what is the “ anti-toxin?”’ The 
dressing bell ? Oh, don’t bother. 


G’ong wid yer! 





RIVER NOTES. 
(What we may expect next June if the 
floods are repeated). 

Tne Inner Circle River season may be 
said to have begun last week. The 
beautiful reaches of Baker Street, Port- 
land Road, and that more select part of 
the river in the neighbourhood of Sloane 
Square were at their best. Sir ALserr 
and Lady Gate have rented the South 
Kensington signal-box and have fitted 
it up as a house-boat. The window- 
boxes, full of rare fungi, give it a cheerful 
and bright appearance. At present it 
is moored near Gloucester Eyot, and has 
for its neighbour the dainty little Lu- 
Iu belonging to Sir H. Camppen-Hitt. 
The river at this point is thickly wooded, 
as most of the sleepers are at present 
floating about on the surface. Yester- 
day, a great many of the “‘ upper ten” 
(or upper ‘‘ circles” perhaps we should 
say) were disporting themselves on the 
water. Lady Turnoam- Browne was 
looking particularly sweet, dressed in a 
biscuit-coloured aquascutum, caught in 
at the waist by an eau de Nil life-belt. 
She was with her own husband. She 
is an expert punter, and it was quite a 
treat to see her making her way deftly 
among the myriads of gay pleasure 
craft which lined both sides of the 
tunnels. 

It is noticeable that the rough element 
is conspicuous by its absence in the 
Earl’s Court part of the river; but the 
lower reaches, such as Walham Green, 
afford them ample opportunities for 
their love of horse-play. We believe 
that rat-fishing is greatly in favour 
with the class of person who patronises 
this portion of the pearly stream. 

The refreshment buffet on Victoria 
Island has been entirely re-decorated, 
and to those who are not lucky enough 
to own private signal- boxes, we can 
recommend the 10s. 6d. lunch basket 
(including a half-bottle of “ Vin ordin- 
aire,” 1902). 

A light glass and iron roof has been 
thrown across the river at this point, 
and it is always delightfully cool in 
this hot weather. 

Some enterprising riparian owners 
are trying the experiment of intro- 
ducing salmon trout just above Mark 
Lane Lock, and the result will be 
eagerly anticipated by all true followers 
of Isaac Watton. 





LETTER FROM FRIENDS STAYING LAST WEEK 
AT AN INN-UN-DATED.—“ True, the weather 
is awful!! ‘ Water, water everywhere ! ’ 
We don’t want it. It is almost, as Lon- 
don theatrical managers say, ‘overflowing 
houses.’ How should we get along at 
all but for our ‘Bridge!’ Thus it 
happens that few of us who can play 
(well enough) are at a loss.”’ 
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To H.M THE KING. 


THE POPULAR 


SCOTCH 
BLACK WHITE 


WHISKY 





To H.R.H. THE PRINCE oF WALES. 





Ss 

Icilma Water 
iciima Fluor Cream 
Icilma Natural Water Soap 10d. 


Post free, if your Chemist does not stock it, 


Owe to Nature their marvellous powers 

of renewing and preserving the delicate 

transparent hues of the skin for all time 
and against all weather or irritation. 
Icilma Preparations are invaluable wherever the water is hard. 


= (Dept. 7), 142, Gray’s Inn Road, London, W.C. of 
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JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


tHe ONLY “GRAND PRIX,” 


Nos. with exquisitely Fine Points, for ARCHITECTS, ENGINEERS, 
and DRAUGHTSMEN—170, C179, 291. 303, 431. 659, 1000. 


Exclusively 
Awarded for 
Steel Pens. 


Paris, 1900. 








PENS 








Punch Whisky. 


THE GAELIC 


10 Years Old. 


In Ye Old Smuggler Bottle 


CRAIGELLACHIE GLENLIVET 


DISTILLERY, 
Craigellachie, N.B. 


Ask your Wine Merchant for it. 
Only supplied through the TRADE. 


“THE BOONS 4 & BLESSINGS.” 








MACNIVEN & CAMERON, LTD., EDINBURCH. 


Penmakers to lis Majesty's Government Offices. 





“The Bottle Brandies bear- 
ing the name of well-known 
Cognac houses .. . exhibit a 
composition consistent with 
that of a genuine Brandy . 
Brandy is... , superior to all 
other spirits.”’ 

Vide “ LANCET,” 
Nov. 29, 1902. 


HENNESSY’ 
THREE STAR 


(INSIST UPON HAVING IT.) 


Messrs. JA? HENNESSY 

& CO., the largest shippers 

of genuine Brandy in the 

World, place their well-known 

label and trade mark on all 

. bottles containing Brandy 

bottled by themselves, and 
guarantee its genuineness. 





The special 
amalgam of steel 
renders imitation 
im ible, and 
es it the Anest 
shaving implement 
in the world. None 

enuine unless 

aring the regis- 
tered a -mark, 
as “a 


THE FAMOUS 


Back yo Oy 2 : 
Ivory 
Pain in Case. 


ff M A B 5 
RAZOR *2..:.8 


“MAB” Co.,73, Newhall St., Birmingham 


Illustrated 
jook ict sent 
on receipt of 
stamp for 
postage, 











FronmovsPaessureandTension effected in amoment. 
Sold everywhere. Hosiers can apply to Welch, Mar- 
tson & Co., London and Manchester. Drape Ts to 
ylands & Sons, Manchcater & Jondon. Sentin solid 
Mahogany or Walnut on receipt of 46/- in U.K. from 
P.Dept., 6, Philip Lane, London, E.C. Whitewood,34- 








KOKO 


ag THE HAIR. 











KOKO acts as a 
hair food. It posi 
tively _eradicates 
ndruff, prevents 
hair falling and 
turning grey, 
motes growth 
a che 
tresses. Callat 
— Regent 8t., 
London. see 
the beautiful 
heads ofhairon 
exhibition daily 


(4 < 
L-, 26, & 46, of all Chemists, Stores, &c. 





















The Secret of Beauty |=: 


Millions of women find CurTicurA 
Soar, assisted by Curicura OINTMENT, 
an unfailing specific for beautifying 
the skin. for cleansing the scalp, and 
the stopping of falling hair. for soften- 
ing, whitening, and soothing red, rough, 
and sore hands, for baby rashes, itch- 
ings, and irritations, and for all the 
purposes of the toilet, bath and nursery. 
Thousands of women use CUTICURA 
Soar and Omrwent for annoying irri- 
tations, inflammations, excoriations 
and ulcerative weaknesses, and for 
many sanative antiseptic purposes, 


which readily suggest themselves. 


Send for “The Skin Book.” F. Newbery & Sons, 
27, Charterhouse Square, London. 





a} = 
Solely obtainable of 


SAMUEL 
BROTHERS, 


65 & 67, 
LUDGATE HILL, 
LONDON, E.C. 


“ 
THE FIELD” says: 
“We have experimented 
with a coat of ‘Omne Tem- 
cloth with entirely 
satisfactory results .. . it 
is rfectly porous. . 
a yee oe eer 
. . does not emit 

the slightest odour.” 


OVERCOAT } 45 /= 


as sketch 
Ready for Wear inall Sizes 
and Colourings. 
Patterns post free. 
Coats sent on Approbation. 


PAREN 


Hollow Gre Ground 


“OMNE NE TEMPUS’ CLOTH 








— 66; Black, 46. Send for Free List of Cases. 
‘rom ail Dealers, or write direct to Makers, 
T. TURNER & CO., SUFFOLK WORKS, SHEFFIELD 
who will supply through nearest agent. 
Ask jor ** Encore’’ locket and Table Cutlery. 








a/- 
a bottle. 





BRIANI 


WINE :; 





per dozen. 


The best and surest TONIC RESTORATIVE for general DEBILITY, EXHAUSTION 


and WANT OF ENERGY. 8,000 Ti 


recuperates BODY and BRAIN; Wi10ox, 49, Haymark 


Ph Pleasant to take; 
et, Lon London, and all Chemists. 

















THE CREATEST DISCOVERY OF THE ACE. 


EAU ve SUEZ 


WILL SAVE YOUR TEETH. 


GREEN THREAD, 3/-, preserves the Teeth. 
YELLOW THREAD, 2/6, instantane- 
ously stops ‘Toothache. 
RED THREAD, 2/6, for Sound Teeth. 
Sample bottle of Yellow and Red at 1/1}. 


Don’t have your teeth out, try a bottle of 
EAU DE SUEZ, and obtain advice free on 
the treatment of Teeth. 


(SUEZ, 14, RUE DE L’ ECHIQUIER, Paris.) 
Of all Chemists, or Post Free from 
WiILcox & CO., 
49, HAYMARKET, LONDON, Sole Agents. 





ASK YOUR GROCER FOR 


EPPS'S 


(THE MOST NUTRITIOUS) 


COCOA 


AND TAKE NO OTHER. 









USE THE GENUINE... 


(MURRAY &| 
( LANMAN’S } 
Florida Waters 


“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME” \f 
> the Handk rchief, 
oilet and ith, 
















e+ REFUSE ALL SUBSTrrUuTes: /B 
~——— r > a a 
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A 2. 
AN UNIQUE 
WHISKY oe 


FOR 


CONNOISSEURS. > 





Grand 


en/na 


SCOTCH WHISKY 


The Original 
20 Years Old Brand. 


Sold by all Wine Merchants and 
Stores, &c., and at the 











BAGGY ky, 
& 
s 





ow” 
p 


The ONLY Hosiers can 
Stretcher apply to Welch, 
whereby the Margetson&Co 
tension is london, 
obtained by ones to 
means Rylands & Sons, 


London and 


ofa 
Screwed Rod. Manchester. 


P.O. to P Te? 6, Philip Lane, B.C. Bronze 
Polished, 5+; Army quality, Nickel, 96 For 
Colonies and Abroad, add Parcel Post Kate for 4)bs.) 


BRILLS SEA SALT 


Invigorating and Refreshing. Melts directly it i 
stirred in water A Sea Bath for lid 
BOLD BY ALL GROCERS AND CHEMISTS 
lroprietors Re. a pe BRILL CO. 
a Agents 


FRANKS & CO., ‘td. 74 75, Minories, London, E 


POWER’S 


These words are a registered 
Trade Mark and are known 
all over the world to signify 
the highest grade of Dublin 


Pot Still Whiskey:—an un- 

equalled combination of 

purity, flavour, strength, and 
aroma. 


Name and address of nearest Wine Merc’ ant 
on application to 


JOHN'S LANE DISTILLERY, DUBLIN. 


WHISKEY. 


As an additional precaution see that the 
Trade ® Mark 


a Red “ P” in a Diamond 
is printed on every label 


4 








BOOTS 





Gordon and Frederick Hotel. 
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By Special y Holders of the 
| Appointment to only Royal GREENLEES BROTHERS. 
H.M. Warrants for 
| King Edward VII. disinfectants. 





non-poisonous Coal Tar 
Disinfectants 


Contracto:s to His Majesty’s Government throughout the world, 
For Tlousehold For Stables 


com JEYES’ FLUID ~:: 


| General Purposes, nels, 
Reliable and Uniform. 
Described by Dr. P. Caldwell Smith before the British Medical Association as 
“THE IDEAL DEODORANT” TRUE DISINFECTANT.” 


JEYES’ POWDER 


Guaranteed three times stronger than Carbolic Powder. 


| “a 2 ” RE IN 
germs L 


of all highly ee 

Infectious Diseases, (Disinfectant) 

A Special Fluid. Sold only in 
sealed packages. 
of 21st March, 1903, and “ BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL” 
of 10th January, 1903. 
Shilling Bottle will make 15 GALLONS, and 1 Gallon 400 GALLONS 
of powerful and reliable Disinfectant. 


containing no 
Carbolic Acid, 


The Leading 
Manufacturers of 


and “ 








Sterilizes the 
germ of 
Human Tuberculosis 
(Consumption), 


Vide “ LANCET” 


TEN times more powerful than Carbolie Aeid. 


Send for pamphlet containing testimony by Sir Robert Rawlinson, Dr. Playfair, 
Professors Koch, Von Esmarch, and many other distinguished scientific authorities, to 


JEYES’ SANITARY COMPOUNDS COMPANY LIMITED, 


61, CANNON STREET, LONDON, E.C 


PLAYER'S 
NAVY 
MIXTURE 





Sold in TWO STRENGTHS: 





MILD 
MEDIUM 


PER OUNCE. 


dd. 
- 43d. 











LORNE 
WHISKY 


Best Value in the Market. 








What is TALCUM? 


Mennen’s Talcum is a pure mineral 
powder which, blended with healing boracic 
acid, forms the best antiseptic toilet powder 
known. For Men, \\ omen, Children and Ba! ies 


use. Rigidly avoidall ve getable violet powders, 
they ferment and set up eruptions and irnta- 
tions, whereas borated-taleum is non-ferment- 
able and strongly antiseptic. Recommended 
by all leading doctors and nurses for toilet, 
aiter shaving, for prickly heat, eczema, bad 
feet, the nursery, etc. 


MENNEN'’S 


BORATED-TALCUM 


TOILET POWDER 


Ten Million Boxes sold last year. 

BE SURE YOU GET THE ORIGINAL. 
Samples and Pamphlet free—of all Chemists, 
or post free, 1/14, per box. 

G. MENNEN Co., 

ll, QUEEN VICTORIA S8T., LONDON, EC 


CIGARESseJOY 


IMME ATELY AY RELIEVE 

















WHEEZING & CHRONIC BRONCHITIS 


50 years success. 2/6 B 
WILCOX, 49, [HAYMARKET,S. ow 


LL CHEMIS 


BOWDEN BRAKE 


BEST FOR BICYCLES. 
Fitted by all Cycle Manufacturers & Dealers. 


AERTEX 


THE ORIGINAL 


CELLULAR 


THE HEALTHIEST 


Shirts and Underwear 


Iliustrated Price List of full range of Aertex Cellular 
Goods fur Men, Women, and Children, sent 
Post Free on appl ication. 

ROBERT SCOTT. Ltd., 24, Queen Victoria St., E.C. 
OLIVER BROTHERS, L’ , 417, Oxford 8t., W. 
And 800 other Dépdts in london and Provincial 
Towns of U.K. See Price List for Names. 














Drink 


‘KALSBECK’ 


“A most Fr ange and wholesome Table 
vate: an hing ET. 
Sore Paoraierors: D Eve ‘vy WHere. 








REID & DONALD, PERTH, N.B. 








ERS, 


KY 


ket. 





AUS U- 


? 


nineral 
boracic 
20 wder 
Ka! ies 
waders, 
irmta- 
rment- 
vended 
toilet, 
a, bad 


S 
ER 


NAL. 
mists, 








ar 


eliular 
at 


B.C. 
‘incial 
.. 


| 
y 
| 








June 24, 1903.) 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 449 








“THE FLOWING TIDE;” 
Or, a Point that was Missed. 

[The Times, in its leader of June 18, com- 
menting on Sir Henry CaMpBELL-BANNERMAN’S 
speech on the Government’s fiscal policy in 
connection with Sir Joun See’s exposition of 
the views of New South Wales, compares the 
Leader of the Opposition to “a child on the 
seashore asking why the nasty tide rolls up 
over the sand castle in which he is comfortably 
playing his little games.”] 

Disgusted and Overtaken Infant eries :- 
Why can’t you let my castle be, 

Though built of sand, you horrid tide? 
This nasty, surging, surjohn Sre 

Prevents my playing games inside! 
[Exit lo a more conservative and sta- 

tionary part of the landscape. 





CHARIVARIA. 

A PRECEDENT which might be followed 
with advantage by many German bands 
has been made by the Municipal Band 
of Rome. On reaching London it was 
discovered that all the instruments and 
music had been left behind. 

A compromise is being arranged in 
regard to the Motor-car Bill. The anto- 
mobilists will offer no opposition to the 
proposal that each car shall bear a 
number, and in return for this the 
speed limit is to be abolished. It will 
then be possible to travel so fast that 
it will be impossible to identify the 
numbers. ‘ 

The statement that most ladies are in 
favour of Free Trade is, on the face of 
it, untrue. They are, of course, one 
and all, Fair Traders. 

The littleness of our little Brodricks 
has at last been officially acknowledged 
by the War Office. A memorandum to 
commanding officers from the Inspector- 
General of Recruiting draws attention 
to the fact that ‘a number of regiments 
are at present considerably under their 
establishment of boys.” 

Close upon the statement that never 
have so many weddings taken place in 
June as this vear comes the announce- 
ment that twenty-seven double stars 
have been detected at Capetown Observa- 
tory. omen 

The British Medical Journal declares 
that men of genius are always unhappy 
in their marriages. Several popular 
novelists write to us denying this, and 
declaring they are most happily mated. 

The heavy rain on Saturday last 
puzzled people until it was learnt that 
that was the day fixed for the inaugu- 
ration of an open-air theatre at Port 
Sunlight. 








THE RECENT FLOODS. 


“*BiLL, WAS EVERYTHING DROWNED WHAT DIDN'T Go INro TH2 ARK?” 


“Yrs, OF COURSE.” 





“Wat about Fisnes ?” 











By the by, we have no wish to fan 
the flames of jealousy, but we cannot 
help pointing out that on the Monday 
the Daily Mail published a strongly- 
worded leader on the subject of the 
weather, but the rain continued. On 
the Tuesday the Daily Express pub- 
lished a leader on the same subject. 
The rain then ceased. 


Cormorants have destroyed such large | 


quantities of young fish in West Country 
estuaries that they have been removed 
from the list of Protected Birds by the 


Devon County Council. Many think 


|they should have been cautioned first. 


General Kvroratkix, th> Russian 
Minister of War, has been visiting 
Tokio. While he was being officially 
féted there the Japanese Minister of 
Marine was rudely inspecting all the 
naval ports and testing their efficiency. 
At the bcokstalls on the Underground 
Railway “Solidified Perfume” is now 
| offered for sale. We understand tris is 
|}a local product. 
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IN CAP AND GOWN. 


WonDERFUL institution the A.D.C. at Cambridge! “ Patron 
His Majesty the Kina.” Vive le Roi! Revisiting scenes 
of earliest amateur Dramatic Stagehood, nursery and pupil- 
room of the Dramatic Player’s and Dramatist’s art, its 
founder found the club going stronger than ever. Rooms 
crowded nightly, as he was informed—though he can per- 
sonally answer “ for one night only’’—-with audiences that 
include University Magnates and Magnatesses, virile visitors, 
fair forms from town, country and University, friends, 
cousins, sisters, aunts, tutors and governors, of the bright 


Thespian youths who form the dramatis persone of the 


entertainment given, for several evenings, on the excellent 
little stage of the A.D.C., where for several nights was per- 
formed Pivero's droll farce of Dandy Dick. 

The greatest credit is due to Mr. Watrter Durnrorp, 
Master of several Arts—of the art of stage management in 
particular—for the neatness and dexterity with which he 
las handled the University troupe, as well as to the 
President, Mr. Otiver Locker-Lampson, a martinet for 
rehearsals, and himself one of the leading actors, enacting, 
most amusingly, the part of the Dean of St. Marvell’s, who, 
as everyone knows, goes in for horse-racing, and suffers a 
martyrdom at the hands of the rough and reddy, or ruddy, 
policeman, whose hard humour was capitally interpreted 
by Mr. Grimké-Drayton. 

The A.D.C. performances retain their Shakspearean and 
Karly Elizabethan character, for the “Spindle Side” is 
still represented by College Youths, as it should be at a 
University where almost everyone wears cap and gown. So 
it came about that Messrs. C. Laurence and T. P. Scaucut 
were the very clever representatives of the Dean’s two 
daughters, Salome and Sheba, whose costume and minau- 
deries were perfect, and whose voices were so well modu- 
lated that only very rarely would it strike the attentive 
and interested listener that one of the ladies is a trifle 
husky, and that the other might be suffering from a slight 
extinctio vocis. To make Hannah Topping, the Irish cook, 
a success was a veritable score for Mr. J. T. Quirt—-quite 
a soft Quill, and not without broad points; while in the 
leading lady’s part—a most arduous one—of Georgiana 
Tidman, Mr. W. A. Botton achieved a triumph highly 
appreciated by an enthusiastic audience. 

As the two Hussars, gay but diffident, Messrs. L. M. Ear.e 
and C. G. AcNew were excellent; Mr. W. F. CHaLLenor was 
full of “go” as the sporting Bart., Sir Tristram Mardon ; 
Mr. 'T. D. Bartow gave a really life-like study of the Dean’s 
highly respectable butler ; while the performance of Mr. Hans 
Sawyer, as Hatcham, a groom, was so realistic that, but for 
our being aware that “he was only purtendin’,” he might, 
for aught we had known to the contrary, have been the 
genuine article just stepped up from the stables of the Hoop 
Inn, close at hand. 

The scenery was most effective, but the name of the artist 
did not appear on the bill; nor did those of the two 
performers on the piano placed on one aide, in a line with 
the orchestra which, in the absence of instrumentalists, was 
so tastefully arranged as to represent a bank of “ flowers 
that bloom in the Spring, tra-la!”’ 

We trust that long ere this short notice appears the 
gentlemen on either side of me—both James and Georae (Dr. 
Montaaue James, ‘ of King’s ”—how right royal this sounds ! 

and Mr. Grorce Lyrrecton) may have quite recovered from 
the exuberant fits of laughter into which the drolleries of 
the actors threw them, and are all the better for the en- 
joyment, of an exceptionally delightful evening. ‘ Esto 
Perpetua!”’ Evergreen A.D.C.! All compliments to your 
‘Perpetual President,” J. W. Crark, M.A., who, on this 
occasion, to our great regret, was perpetually invisible. 











NEARING THE ENGLISH COAST. 


Jones (returning to England), “ WE ARE QUITE FIFTY MILES FROM 
Tae Scrtty Istes, Miss Brown. THey SAY THE ODOUR OF THE FLOWERS 
THEY CULTIVATE THERE TRAVELS THAT DISTANCE OVER THE SEA. I CAN 
DETECT IT DISTINCTLY NOW—CAN’T You?” 

Miss Brown (from America). “I Guess IT HASN’T QUITE REACHED ME 
yeET, Mr. Jones!” 








Shakspeare the Ever Ready. 
(Clown’s song adapted to this year June.) 
“ Witn a hey, ho, 
The Wind and the Rain, 
For the Rain it raineth 
Every day!” 
(N.B.-—If the wet continues the Farmers will sing, “ With 
no Hay! ho!! Habsit Homen!”’’) 





SomerHinc Like A Srreet.—In an advertisement which 
appears in the Scotsman of the 15th inst., tenders are invited 
for the decoration of the streets of Belfast on the occasion 
of the Royal visit in July. The notice continues: ‘ The 
names of the streets cannot be given at present, but may 
extend from four to six miles, and may be done in sections.”’ 
Gallant little Wales, with her fifty-syllabled names, must 
look to her laurels. 





Correct Carps.—A paragraph in the Times last week 
contained the official announcement of the “ Election of 
Bridge-master.”” No information, however, has as yet 
appeared giving either the course of instruction in the 
game, or the fees to be charged for the lessons. Schools 
and Universities will no doubt soon follow suit with Whist- 
masters, Cribbage-masters, Piquet-masters, and so forth. 
Most useful. 





A iTTLE girl in Staffordshire coming out of the fields told 
her mother, who was at the cottage door, that she had just 
seen a snake twenty feet long. Her mother took it all in, 





and swallowed it. 
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